The True Lovers Joy : 


OR, A Dialogue betweena Sea-man and his Love. 


The Maid implores the Aid of Charon's Boat, 
That to the gloomy ſhades ther Sout migh float, 
With ſighs and groans, much weary and oppreſt, 
At laſt he heard her moan, and gave her reſt, 
From all paſt dangers, and from future harms, 
She ſafe arriv'd and Anchor d in in his arms. 


Toa new Tune, much in requeſt. 
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pk Cbaron come away, O fair one, if you go; | 
bring forth thy Boat and Oars, TFme more undone than you, 

And carry me poor harmleſs Maid, My Heart doth equal ſorrow know, 
unto the Elizium ſhoars. and ſtill my Love is true. 

Who Charon calls in haſt, * Theſhades you muſt not paſs, 
whilſt] fit here in/'pain ? nor mournful ſtorics tel], 

I carry none but pure and chait, In ſtead of fighing Gales, alas! 
ſuch as true Love hath ſlain, a kiſs will do as well, 

I amcome, dear Soul 1 come, You'd better ſtay a ſhore, 
thy face doth ſo incharm me, and ſing us a true Loycrs Song, 


Come in my Boat and take thy room, It is enough we need no more 

no wind nor wave ſhall barm thee. to carry his Boat along, 
Now I am come in thy boat, No Heart ſu hard I know, . 

I am a Maid undone, but would gladly caſe your pain, 
Sighing my hcarrt is almoſt broke, Elle heart let him-to Virginia go, 


for my Love he is from me gone. and never return again. 
Thus as [ pals the ſhades, If Cupid hath wounded you, 
Fe rell you a mourntull tail, he had wounded me before, 
$o full of fighs as we do palsy ' I you Love asyou fay you do, 
ſhall ſerve us for a Gale. I love you as much or more. 
And 1o beguil'd the time, In beds of ſofteſt Down, 
[*le fing you a true Lovers ſong, we*l ſpend the ſhort liv©d ni hts, 
Mine eyes ſhal flow a ſea of tears, No guſt of Wind or ſighs ſhall drown, 
ro carry the Boat along. the current of our Delights. 
O! what's become of choſe hard heary 
ota Virgins takes no pitry; __ Maid. 
They*re failing to Virginia parts ; C me gentle Charon come 
where Neptune bath built a City, and me to ſhore remove, 
O Cupid bath wounded me, The wind dilpairing fight did blow, 
and haht picrc'd my render heart, ſhall waft me unto my Love. 
iTo call for one whom I loyd (odear, How flow the Boats man ſears, 
who cares bur little forfr. if he nofaſter ply, 
T bus in the ſhades below, My love to rid meof my fears, 
we'l waſt the tedious hours ſhall lend me his wings to flye. 
Ne guſtsof winds, but ſighs ſhall blow, To thee dear Lovel float, 
the Boat with Charon's Oars, finding thee juſt and true, 
| | His Anſwer. And bid to Charon and his Boat, 
| Stay Gentle Charon flay, eternally agicu. 
and let thy boat alone, Make haſt, make baſt my dear, 
Row not the harmleſs Maid away, for if thou longer ſtay, 
that firs and makes her moan, Through the floods without a!l fears, 
For ſhe thae calls ſo faſt; my Arms ſhal! make their way. 
| an fighso at thy ſtay. SR Welcome my Love to ſhoar, 
A Virgin 15 as pure and chaſt, - Fle keep thee from harms, 
as e*re true Love did flay.' And thou ſhalt ride for ever more, 
She's no dear ſoul for thee, at Anchor in my Arms. 


le! not her face encharm thee; | 
Though room within thy Boat there be; F x | 6 N 9 I 4. S. 
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